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After the Noise of Saigon
S p in n in g  his w heelchair, h e ’d rise up 
sudden ly  for air an d  fall back , 
yelling o ld -fash ioned  gospel songs 
to  keep him  h u m a n . N o  o n e  loved noise
like C o u s in  Billy, deaf an d  crippled 
in  th e  war. H e kep t radios b lasting  
in  all room s, o n  different s ta tions, 
a b a ttle  o f em pty  decibels. I tu rn e d  th em
dow n so I cou ld  hear, b u t fo und  them  
tw isted  loud  w hen  I cam e back 
w ith  lin eam en t an d  m agazines, item s 
he scribb led  o n  a list. H e k ep t pistols
o n  each w indow  ledge, sat up  som e n igh ts 
alone in  m o o n lig h t, th e  best h u n te r  I knew  
before th e  w ar. H e sh o t coyotes from  his room , 
an d  ra ttle rs , w ild tu rkeys a n d  skunks
fool en ough  to  w addle close. A t daw n 
he w heeled ou tside  an d  c leaned  w hatever 
he could  eat, je rk ing  th e  w heels in  ru ts.
H e h a ted  ra in , sticking in m ud  an d  falling,
singing Help, yelling O n Jordan’s 
Stormy Banks I Stand, cursing  an d  crying.
I’d find  h im  ou tside , o r n ak ed  in  th e  tu b  
sc rubb ing  b lo o d  from  th e  cha ir, his shou lders
bulging. I lined  up dates w ith  girls he knew , 
n o th in g  b u t songs an d  bu lle ts o n  his m in d  
after th e  noise o f Saigon, cursing  
gam e show s o n  T V , rad a r  an d  w ea ther ch a rts
all he w ould  w atch , shov ing  inside th e  room  
to  see th e  m aps, th e  rise an d  fall 
o f th e  jet s tream , th e  stalled  squall lines, 
th e  h ighs an d  lows o f regions u n d e r siege.
